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These tender and beautiful stories are. 
contained in six chapters: In the Valley 
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The Gospel 
War-Broken Men 


By the 
REV. Dr. CARTER 


(KING GEORGE MILITARY HOSPITAL, LONDON, 1915-1919) 





DR. W. H. GRIFFITH THOMAS 
Principal of Wycliffe College, Toronto, writes -— 
‘¢] should like to express my deep gratitude 
for Dr. Carter’s splendid articles .. . I am 
sure that many, like myself, are profoundly 
thankful for these beautiful and touching 
testimonies to the Grace of God in Christ.” 
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FOREWORD 





HERE is only one Companion Who never 
leaves us and of Whom it can be said: 
He abides with us for ever. He is God the 
Holy Spirit. If in our intense pain and loneli- 
ness we realize the fact of His Presence, we 
shall have within our hands the clue to the 
mystery of sorrow. The Eternal lies beyond 
the death which has stricken hearths and 
homes. He will bring back the dear ones, for 
no man passes beyond the knowledge of God. 
His lovingkindness will turn tears to pearls, 
darkness to sunshine, loneliness to perfect joy. 
Hope thou in God, for thou shalt yet 
praise Him. 
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IN THE VALLEY OF THE 
SHADOW 


. H’ that watcheth by the sick and 

wounded, watcheth not alone, for 
there are three in the darkness, and the third 
is the Lord.” 


THe TRAGEDY oF LONELINESS 


Fea WEAR arc ttt RPE 


The Rev. Harrington C. Lees recently used 
this little Eastern gem to illustrate two great 
facts in human experience, the unutterable 
sadness of loneliness and the incomparable 
joy of the presence and companionship of 
God, Loneliness is one of the saddest parts 
of the tragedy of the wounded soldier. I 
have had what looks to me like an age-long 
experience among badly wounded men. In 
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the course of it every ghastly rending of 
human flesh and torture of mind and frame 
possible to the awful and perverted ingenuity 
of ruthless war-makers of the twentieth 
century have passed under my care and 
observation. It is a heart-moving, and, apart 
from the Gospel of the grace of God, a heart- 
breaking experience. It does not do to let 
the mind dwell too much upon it. One must 
carry a smile into the chamber of suffering, 
but oftentimes, when the tragedy of it all has 
gripped the heart, one has to hurry into a 
quiet, secluded place, and with quivering lip 
and tear-filled eyes lean hard upon God. 

The elements of astonishment and lone- 
liness always deepen the early suffering of the 
wounded man. The transition from an active, 
alert, excited soldier to a helpless casualty is 
in itself a psychological tragedy. Up to a 
point he has been a military entity, trained, 
disciplined, ready and capable, a soldier; in 
an instant he becomes an agonized sufferer, 
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a shocked and helpless casualty. The tide of 
battle rolls onward and leaves him, a man; 
early relationships throng in upon him; the 
old people at home, his mother and father, 
his wife, his children, his dear ones stand out 
in his thoughts. He thinks of their pride in 
him, their anxiety and hopes for his safety, 
their awful sadness when the fatal news at last 
reaches them. No wonder dead men have 
been picked up with the marks of the tears 
upon their grimy, toil-worn faces. Despite 
all that may be said in its favour, war is 
essentially dehumanizing and _ brutal. “Tt is 
almost impossible for a man to go through a 
campaign, waged in the atrociously ruthless 
way dictated by modern war-lords, without 
being wrecked in most of those attributes 


which belong to a high and true manhood. , 


The capable and true teacher of the Gospel is 

the salt of the world in literal absolute fact 

in time of war. The religious instinct and 

desire for God need skilled cultivation when 
11 
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the elementary rights of humanity are being 
crushed within the mailed fist. Bruised men 
long for the gentle touch of the Crucified 
Hand. 


A TRIBUTE TO THE SOLDIERS Rarfecs 

We hear a good deal about the irreligion 
or lack of religion of the British soldier. I 
venture to say that, as a matter of fact, on 
inquiry, the average of God-fearing, believing 
men would be found to be higher in the ranks 
of the present forces than in any other 
assembly of the men of our peoples. Certainly, 
the British Empire has never in the whole of 
its history been represented by a cleaner and 
better set of men than are in its navies and 
armies of to-day. When an observer, even 
a professional one, reports the hardness and 
irreligion of the man miscalled by the name 
of “Tommy,” it is well to remember that 
very often a report is a criticism and con- 
demnation of the observer who has written it. 
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I can only speak regarding wounded men, 
but out of several thousand cases I have 
never met one who was reluctant to hear the 
Gospel, and was not glad to join in prayer. 
And, in the course of nearly four years’ 
experience, I have never yet heard an oath 
from the lips of a conscious wounded soldier. 
It may be said that he is not likely to swear 
in the presence of a chaplain or minister of 
the Gospel, but when good people deplore 
what they call the awful language of the 
Services, and say that they have heard it, it 
is obvious that the soldier must have sworn 
in their presence. Has a soldier more control 
over a bad habit when he is weak and in 
pain? It is not wise to come to a hasty 
conclusion, yet my own conviction is that the 


language of the Services is better to-day than | 


it was ever before, and that the swearing of 
even a rough battalion is nothing like so bad 
as that of the same number of men in munition 
works, factories, markets, and shipyards. 
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Out oN STERN BUSINESS 


In estimating the depth and reality of the 
religion of the soldier, one must remember 
that he is for the time being entirely removed 
from what one may term the gentler influences 
of life. He is out ona stern and awful busi- 
ness, in which hardship, exposure, unending 
toil, are united with the most terrible suc- 
cession of deadly experiences. If he is a bad 
man the chances are he will become worse. 
Such a man is not likely to be converted in 
the trenches so long as he is untouched. If 
he is a wavering man he may, possibly, 
become more established in good, but as a 
general thing he hardens. If he is a believer 
and a praying man—and there are tens of 
thousands of these—he comes out of the 
trenches like gold which has been passed 
through fire. To use another figure, the 
texture of the real Christian is now being 
studied with intense keenness by the soldiers. 
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As ever, the times are hard ones for shoddy, 
for as a rule there is no one who sets a higher 
standard for the Christian than does the 
sceptic. What a man is comes out under the 
stress of the labour of the camp, the trench, 
and the battlefield, and when men are almost 
entirely shut off from the ordinary observances 
of religion it is only possible for outsiders to 
judge of spiritual quality by life and actions. 
In the battle-line men are constantly being 
brought face to face with a marvellous self- 
sacrifice, a tender, beautiful sympathy, a readi- 
ness to bear heavy burdens, a willingness to 
give up all for the common good. Courage, 
loyalty, cheerfulness, devotion to duty, 
sympathy for suffering, are daily object 
lessons. In fact, a man will see more of the 
truly Christ-like in a four hours’ heavy 
bombardment than he is likely to see in a 
year in ordinary affairs. In the factory, the’ 
office, the shipyard, the market and the shop, 
the keenness of the competition makes the 
15 
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standard one of money, and of outwitting or 
outworking. In the trench there are other 
and far nobler standards, and there is a freer 
play of those deep things which make approach 
to God easy. The Christian man thinks 
more of the Invisible Christ than he does of 
anything or any one else in the hour of his 
need ; what is called the Visible Church has 
little or no opportunity of helping him. It 
is the Living, Personal Christ, by the mystery 
of the Holy Spirit, Who comforts him, and 
he realizes, although he may not be able to 
eXpress it, that after all there is no constant 
relationship in this crowded world save that 
of God and the individual soul. Such an one, 
in the time of his stress, found much help in 
the words, “My God shall supply all your 
need, ‘according to His riches in glory, by 
Christ Jesus.” 
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INCIDENTS FROM REAL LIFE 


True religion in its essence is very simple, 
and rightly so, for there is no time for the 
complex in the real crises of life. A man’s 
need demands the simplicity of the Gospel. 
Few places in the fighting areas are without 
godly soldiers, and one’s heart is touched by 
the simple devotion of the battle-worn men. 
A field ambulance man used to gather his 
comrades every night for a Bible-reading 
prayer meeting. A Lancashire lad was con- 
verted through a narrow escape from death, 
and, after his conversion, was the means of 
bringing nearly a hundred comrades to Christ. 
A number of Scots Guards always began the 
day in the trenches with a short prayer meet- 
ing. A number of Highlanders had a dug- 
out, which was called the “ Prayer Room.” 
A Salvation Army lad used to hold a little 
service every morning and evening in a trench 
which was deep in mud, exposed to regular 
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shelling. Some comrades of the Scots Greys 
in the winter of 1915 were in an advanced 
trench. The night was a pitch black one; 
frequently the cold wind swept up heavy 
showers of rain, the trench was deep in mud. 
Occasionally there were sharp bursts of firing 
from the German lines. Thenight threatened 
to be a miserable and anxious one. Some one 
suggested that before the long, weary vigil 
began it would be well to have a Psalm and 
a “wee bit prayer.” The idea caught on. 
One man, with the aid of a very dim light, 
most carefully shaded and hidden, read a part 
of a chapter. Others led, one by one, in 
prayer. Finally, it was decided to close the 
little service with a hymn. Each man had 
a favourite to suggest, but ‘“ Lead, kindly 
Light” was chosen. ‘They started off well, 
and sung the first two lines. The third and 
fourth lines seemed to take all the strength 
out of the singing, for one after another of the 
men broke down, and several were heard to 
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sob. Their situation made them see a more 
poignant meaning in the words, “The night 


is dark, and I am far from Home.” 


A WELCOME FoR THE Man orf Gop 


The religion of the soldier has always a 
good deal of the heart in it, and the idea 
of the love of the Lord Jesus Christ seldom 
fails to grip him. Why or how it does so 
has always been a puzzle to me. Divine 
Mercy, the Forgiveness of Sin, Atoning 
Love, Supreme Self-sacrifice, Risen Glory 
and Power, Indwelling Presence, Constant 
Communion are deep truths which are not 
easily understood nor explained, and yet I 
have had to do with dozens of ordinary 
soldiers to whom these facts were matters 
of daily rejoicing and sustenance. It is 
astonishing how quickly one can tell the man 
who, in Scottish phrase, “is far ben.” There 
is something in the look of the man who 
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knows what communion with Christ means 
which proclaims him at once as a believer. 
But it has to be “spiritually discerned.” 
There is a strange reciprocity between Christ’s 
people, and the lad just within the Wicket 
Gate and the veteran who is far down the 
slope towards Jordan carry it alike within 
their souls. The attitude of the ordinary 
soldier towards organized Christianity is a 
complex and yet simple one. He dislikes 
the ecclesiastic, but is always ready to wel- 
come the man of God. No matter what the 
ecclesiastical name is, the soldier, as soon as 
he discerns the man beneath the profession, 
is prepared to greet him as a friend. For the 
Christianity which is a profession or religion, 
the soldier, like the ‘“man in the street,” has 
very little sympathy. He cannot understand 
its seeming earnestness about things which 
do not appear to him to matter, its ecclesias- 
tical quibbles and distinctions, its insistence 
upon the dignity and uniqueness of its own 
20 
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ministry, its seeming aloofness from the real 
needs of the every-day life of the world. 
These are problems which at their best are 
merely subordinate and. secondary, and a 


man who is face to face with the questions. 


which sweep across the soul like a winter 
storm has little patience with men whose 
supreme attention seems to be taken up with 
the trifling problems of a summer’s day. 

There is a picture, extensively reproduced, 
which, without intending it, exactly hits off 
the situation. A man is sitting upon a horse 
and is holding up three fingers in blessing 
while a regiment of muddy, tired men are 
plodding heavily past him into the inferno 
of the battlefield. When a man is being 
troubled with the questions of Life and 
Death, of Sin, Failure, Mercy, Forgiveness, 
his relation and attitude to God, God’s atti- 
tude towards him, the mystery of the Here- 
after, he is only perplexed and angered by the 
wisdom which beams upon him, and _ holds 
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up three fingers as he stumbles past on the 
muddy, flinty road of alienation from God. 
He wants something, and wants it sorely. If 
he knew his Bible, he would express his need 
in the words of the Psalmist—“< My soul 
thirsteth for God, for the Living God.” 
Hence, the truth of the Living, Personal 
Christ as He reveals the love and mercy of 
God in terms of human experience, as He 
unveils in the human flesh of the Incarnation 
the character of God, as He discloses in the 
wonder of the Holy Spirit the fulness and 
life of Divine Indwelling, grips the thought 
and satisfies the thirst of the heart. The 
Personal Living Christ answers the need of 
the human soul. When a man experiences 
the power of Divine Grace and knows that 
Christianity is Christ, he finds that the hard 
road somehow changes its character, and that 
his outlook upon all things has undergone a 
marvellous transformation, With the soldier 
directness and simplicity always make an 
22 
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impression, and if the Gospel is commended 
by sympathetic understanding and wide 
human sympathy, he is invariably responsive. 
He objects, on the gift of a tract or a packet 
of cigarettes, to unveil his life's history, and 
discuss the deep things of his religious ex- 
periences or longings, and he has a mortal 
distrust of the individual who pounces upon 
him and insists upon leading him forthwith 
to Salvation, or upon warning him against 
a future condemnation. 
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ANY men are disturbed about God who 
M are not conscious of the source of their 
disquiet. Many have grown callous by leaving 
God out of account. Some have given up 
any search after spiritual enlightenment, yet 
every man is in some measure responsive to 
the story of the Lord Jesus Christ. 


TELLING THE OLD, OLD STORY 


I recall a wounded man whose injuries 
were so severe that it was impossible to save 
his life. When I saw him first his face 
showed that he was not very far from the 
end. In a day or two his confidence had 
been so far won that it was possible to speak 
on the deep things. He was of the reticent 
type of Scotsman, intellectual, and evidently 
sensitive. How to approach effectively in the 
short time remaining to him might not be 
easy. My mind and heart were busy with 
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the problem, when he looked up into my face 

and smiled. He seemed to have followed my 

thought. “What shall I say, laddie?” I 

began. ‘There’s only one thing to say, sir. 

You know what the hymn says?” “ Which 

hymn?” I said, and waited. With a rather 

wistful look in his eyes he repeated the ~ 

words— =a / 
“Tell me the story simply f 4 

As to a little child, 


For I—am—weak, and—weary, 
And—helpless, and—defiled.” 


He laid an emphasis upon the words, and 
his lips quivered. Without any explanation 
I told him the old story of the love and 
sacrifice of the Lord Jesus Christ, and every 
word seemed to him to be as precious as a 
jewel of life. It is a wonderful thing that 
the love of the Saviour seems to require so 
little explanation; sometimes I have been 
astonished at the power of the simple narra- 
tion of the story of Eternal Love. Surely 
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the explanation is that beside every servant 
of the Gospel stands the Unseen Preacher, 
the Holy Spirit, Who lays the word upon the 
heart and kindles the knowledge which is of 
salvation and life. Love itself, like all the 
great things, is complex, but the appreciation 
of it is simple, and when a man realizes that 
he is weak and weary, helpless and defiled, 
there is amazing comfort in the Word of 
God and in the experience which always 
follows the exercise of believing faith. 

At the same time, it requires no ordinary 
ability and no ordinary scholarship to so pre- 
sent the fact of Christ that the Holy Spirit 
may use that presentation to bring life to a 
soul. The work of a chaplain in a great 
military hospital demands high qualities of 
sympathy, spiritual discernment, and con- 
stant prayerfulness. I have had at one time 
between thirty and forty men on the danger 
list, a few hours might see them beyond the 
help of any human skill. Some were resting 
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in God, the majority may be said to be feeling 
after Him. All were far from home, some 
from Australia, New Zealand, Canada, South 
Africa, and had not a friend in London. 
Many are the sons of Christian homes. 


SYMPATHY IN SUFFERING 


The bulk are of Scots descent, and have 
the inherited respect of the Presbyterian for 
the minister of the Gospel. In their suffering 
and loneliness they expect and look for the 
Christian sympathy of their chaplain. It is 
hardly necessary to point out the number of 
hours which must be given to the duty. Ten 
minutes a day to each man—and this is a 
short time to one whose life is ebbing away— 
would mean six hours’ hard work under 
specially trying circumstances ; and so on, day 
after day, until the time of pressure is past 
and one’s danger list assumes its normal of 
from fifteen to twenty names. Add to this 
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some two hundred names of more or less 
seriously wounded men which are also on the 
list, and some faint idea may be grasped of the 
extent and importance of the duty. 

The privilege and burden of the task grow 
day by day as the confidence of the men is 
won, and the hours which are adequate for 
one week prove to be too short for the next. 
The letters which one has to write to the 
loved ones in Canada, Australia, New Zealand, 
South Africa, Scotland, Ireland open up a 
new field of spiritual interest, and here- one 
must record, with joy, the discovery of an 
unthought-of field of literary excellence. 
During the past four years I have received 
hundreds of letters from parents, wives, and 
sisters, and I have been more than touched 
by the real Christian devotion which has been 
expressed in them. Pious clap-trap is not 
likely to deceive one who has had much 
experience; what cannot be mistaken is the 
glint and sunshine of spiritual experience 
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and assurance which gilds the ‘pages, many 
of which show also the mark where tears have 
fallen. To read the letter from a mother in 
British Columbia or New Zealand to the 
sorely stricken lad who lies hopelessly para- 
lysed and will never rise from his bed is one 
of the most trying tasks I know. Its ‘pathos 
is intensified by the fact that one never knows 
what is coming. 


A CANADIAN’S HoME-GOING 


Frequently more than the mother’s tears 
have marked afresh the tender pages. “ Ah,” 
said one Canadian with a happy smile, after 
I had read the letter, “ it will be a great day 
when I see my mother again.” “It will,” I 
replied. “The Lord will put her hand in 
yours when that day comes.” I turned my 
face away and left him. A fortnight after- 
wards, when the end was very near, he said 
to me, “I knew what you meant the other 
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day. It won’t be very long now, and—I’m 
not sorry to go. I’m trusting the Lord to 
do what you said—and more.” Six “hours 
later he died. 

There seems to come a time when a man 
knows that death is very near. Towards 
the end it is seldom necessary to say much 
about it. There is a something which the 
experienced eye can read like an open page. 
The sufferer knows, and if his heart is right 


* with God there is a strange sense of peace. 


And yet there is sometimes a wistful clinging 


to the old days. A lad of the Black Watch” 


held my hand in a final good-bye. ‘God 
bless you,” he said, “Il think of you over 
there.” ‘It is God’s own kingdom,” I re- 
plied. “I know,” he said, “ but, oh, sir, I wash 
I could have gone to it round by Scotland.” 

Every country is dear to its own sons, but 
one realizes, as never before, what the home- 
land means when he sees a man who is dying 
away from it. 
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“Will they bury me at home, sir?” said 
a Seaforth Highlander to me. He had been 
mortally wounded at the battle of Loos. 

“Yes,” I replied. 

«Thank God,” he said. “It’s no’ every 
man who has the good fortune to lie in dear 
auld Scotland.” 

I was equally struck by the words of a 
New Zealand lad who had been brought to 
London straight from the battlefield. His 
case was hopeless from the first, and he knew 
it. He proved to be a lad of a devout and 
beautiful spirit, evidently the son of a godly 
home. He showed that he knew the way of 
Life, and had learned it by following Christ. 

One day, when speaking of his last resting- 
place, which I had told him would be on a 
hillside, ‘about four miles from St. Paul’s, with 
all London spread out around it, he said, “I 
was born in New Zealand, but I am not sorry 
that I shall rest in the soil of the old land. 
England will keep all that is left of me.” It 
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was a fine example of that splendid loyalty 
and affection for the old country, which is 
making the heroism and self-sacrifice of the 
sons of the Empire a magnificent object- 
lesson to the world. 


A GUIMpPsE AT THE CHAPLAIN’S W orRK 


A day’s work among the men means a 
wide range of homes and interest. There is 
hardly a country in the world which has not 
given up its sons of Scottish blood and 
descent, and the Presbyterian Church covers 
a wider field still. I have had several wounded 
men of Russian birth, and a number of Finns, 
who were in the Canadian Forces, while from 
the South Africans there were many Boers, 
a number of Zulus and Bechuanas. ‘In every 
case they had joined the Presbyterian Church 
in Canada or South Africa, and in many ways 
were typical. When the man is received into 
the hospital his name and Church are entered 
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upon a list, which is always kept up to date. 
His chaplain knows at once where he is 
located. In a huge hospital of between 
sixteen hundred and two thousand beds the 
Presbyterians, say, are scattered in many 
wards and on different floors, but, as a rule, 
each man looks for an early visit. Frequently 
a letter comes from his minister in Scotland 
or Ireland, making inquiries about him, the 
notification of his being in the casualty list, 
and possibly a postcard sent by the wounded 
man himself on his arrival in London having 
acquainted the home-folk with his where- 
abouts. It is a heart-moving sight to see the 
arrivals in London when there has been a 
big fight. Sometimes a man who has been in 
the front line in the morning is in bed in 
London before night. The quiet, easy-running 
ambulances wait at Waterloo or Charing 
Cross; the men are gently transferred, and 
are brought to the hospital. Responsible 
officers of rank are usually awaiting their 
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coming. The cars enter a covered court and 
back up to a platform, and, with the skill 
of much practice, the helpless, suffering lads 
are placed close to the lifts which take the 
men to the wards. ‘The wounded men are 
always well wrapped up in warm clothing, 
with rough woollen caps on their heads. They 
clutch their little bag of treasures or souvenirs 
with one hand, and usually have a sprig of 
heather, a flower, or a cigarette in the other. 
Despite severe wounds and pain, a long 
journey and sometimes a rough one, every 
man who is not too far gone is cheerful. 
Kven the quiet ones, whose faces are often 
drawn with agony, have a glad smile and a 
cheery word. 


Heroism IN Harp PLAcEs 


A British soldier can be an expert grumbler 
when he likes, but he seldom, if ever, grumbles 
at his wound or his fate. During the long, 
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hard struggle against suffering, when he is 
literally fighting for life, he carries a brave 
smile, and is always ready with a cheery word. 
The grumbling comes later, when he is con- 
valescent and able to move about again. His 
courage, even under terrible weunds, is won- 
derful. I had a man of the Black Watch 
who had a leg blown away, the right arm 
shattered, and shrapnel wounds all over his 
body. His unwavering pluck and cheerful- 
ness carried him through injuries which would 
have proved fatal to most men. He said, 
« By the grace of God, I’m going to live, and 
Tl keep the flag flying right along.” And 
he did. 

Another Highlander had been buried in 
a trench, and, after being rescued, was caught 
by gas shells, and nearly driven mad with 
pain, and finally was almost scorched to death 
with liquid fire. His head, face, shoulders, 
arms, hands, and chest were entirely covered 
with bandages. Slits for breathing. were all 
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that were left. The pain he was in must have 
been intense. Yet his one reply was, “ It 
micht hae been waur.” The unfailing pluck, 
and sturdy common-sense philosophy of the 
average Scots soldier is only an example of 
the spirit which seems to animate every man 
of British blood. It may be lack of imagina- 
tion on the part of the race, but the fact 
remains that the Briton is at his best when 
all things seem to be lying in wrecked con- 
fusion about him. Even when death con- 
fronts him, he will greet the last enemy with 
a smile. 

When one comes face to face with the 
end, it is wonderful how quietly the last 
incident of earthly life emerges upon the in- 
dividual. The dying man is always the 
calmest and the least disturbed. I can only 
speak of men who have passed away, to all 
appearance, resting in God. Wherever there 
has been the opportunity for the quiet talks 
upon the Lord Jesus Christ and eternal 
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things, and for the exercise of that human 
and spiritual sympathy which the Holy Spirit 
uses for His own saving purposes, the man 
has laid down to rest as quietly as a child 


. Bl 2 
rests upon the bosom of his mother. I dos, 
a 


not say that every man whose name is down 
as a Presbyterian is a thoughtful, good-living, 
spiritually-minded man. It would be absurd 
to do so. A Presbyterian chaplain however, 
who knows his work, has a great deal to draw 
upon in the past history of his race, for the 
Scot, no matter where his place of birth or 
home may be to-day, participates, even if 
unconsciously, in a spiritual heritage which 
has been built up by many generations of 
godly men and women. Respect for the 
ministry and for the ordinances of religion, 
memories, oftentimes dim and blurred, of 
family devotion and of examples of home 
piety, appreciation for the stern old Christian 
whose walk in life was so narrow and yet so 
straight, whose face was rugged and words 
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hard, but whose heart was tender for those 
who needed a friend, and whose faithfulness 
was that of the mountains. It is hard to find 
aman of Scottish descent who has not some- 
where in his remembrance the picture of a 
true old saint of God. Time may have 
changed and old habits of devotion changed 
with them, but our fighters are yet walking 
in the after-glow of a great day, and in the 
shadow of the black night of war it is not 
difficult to catch the glint of the sunshine 
which still abides. 
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bo worship in the home has often a 

stronger hold upon the memory than the 
service in church, and when a man is in the 
crises of life, and especially in the hours of 
death, it is the home faith and the lessons 
learned in the earliest years which have the 
first place in his thoughts. Not that Church, 
Sunday-school and Bible-class have not their 
important places. Each has a very high one, 
and rightly, yet the fact remains that what 
the child learned to be in his home he will 
return to most easily when he is in the stress 
and storm of conflict and death. 


TruE Sources oF HEROISM 


For the heroic endurance of her sons upon 
the terrible battlefields of to-day, Scotland 
owes more than she thinks to the old Scottish 
home and the old Scottish Sabbath. Is it an 
anachronism to say that the finest soldiers are 
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those who come from a godly home? The 
question is worth pondering over. In looking 
over the stirring record of the past four years, 
one thrills with pride at the magnificent 
heroism of the men who have arisen to defend 
the ideals and liberty of the British Empire. 
There are names of places which will never 
be forgotten so long as the English tongue 
endures.. Mons, the Aisne, the Marne, Ypres, 
Loos, Anzac Cove, Suvla Bay, El-Arish, Kut- 
el-Amara, the Somme, Plug Street, Vimy 
Ridge, Givenchy, Festubert, Paschendaele, 
and many others. One thinks of the “un- 
wavering resistance of the fortress walls of 
living men behind which the homes and lives 
of Britons have been sheltered, and where the 
liberties and ideals of the world have been 
kept secure, but, in my mind, each place is 
also associated with pale, suffering men shat- 
tered with appalling wounds, torn, maimed, 
broken by shell, pierced by the bullet, poi- 
soned by gas, and lying in agony hour after 
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hour, despite all that skill and sympathetic 
kindness can do for them. The human débris 
which the war-lords have no further use for. 
The precious lives which were broken in order 
that the fragrance of self-sacrifice and duty 
might enrich the world. The appeal of the 
Gospel is always strong when men are realizing 
how utterly their lives have been shattered. 

The Lord Jesus Christ was wounded and 
broken for the world He loved and came to 
save, and, after all, there is no message like 
His for the wounded and broken man. 

A ministry of quiet sympathy, friendly, 
yet wise, able and prayerful, has here its time 
of great opportunity. Not much need be 
said, if the position is that of friend to friend. 
It is the out-going of a heart filled with the 
knowledge of the Lord’s compassion, and 
secure in the consciousness of the unsearch- 
able riches of Divine Grace. Sometimes a 
message is conveyed when not a word has 
been exchanged. 3 
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A . A SERMON IN A TEAR 
\.4 


Nt rai One Sunday afternoon I was passing 


through a small ward of four beds, on my 
way to the larger adjoining ward. There 
was only one patient in this room, an Austra- 
lian, wounded in the shoulder and legs, and 
nearly worn out with dysentery. He was 
almost too-weak to move. As I entered a 
band was passing the hospital. It was play- 
ing a tune which was at that time very 
popular, “ Keep the Home Fires Burning.” 
As I bent over the Australian, who lay with 
closed eyes, the band was playing the lines 
of the chorus: 


“Though the lads are far away, 
They long for home.” 


Suddenly, over his thin white cheeks the 
big tears began to roll down. His own heart 
was yearning for the home so many thousands 
of miles away. ‘The music died away in the 
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distance and, somehow, the words I meant to 
say could not find expression. Instead, as I 
bent over him, some tears from my own eyes 
dropped on his cheek, and when he looked up, 
I could only nod my head and turn away. 
One day, a fortnight or so later, when he was 
on the high road to recovery, he said to me, 
«TJ want to thank you for your sermon; it 
did me a power of good.” 

«Were you at the service last night?” I 
replied. 

He patted his cheek and said, “ No, it was 
the sermon that dropped here that cheered 
my heart. I shall never forget it.” 

It is worthy of note that among the several 
thousand of cases which have come under my 
charge I have never met with any antagonism 
to the Gospel as I understand it, and no 
reluctance, after confidence has been won, 
to hear about and discuss spiritual realities. 
Where I have been tempted to delay, I have 
more than once been conscious that the man 

43 


aaa 


BROKEN FOR FRAGRANCE 





expected something more than I had given 
him. It is, however, no easy task to keep 
on the level which will enable the Holy Spirit 
to use one effectively. It is far easier to be a 
chaplain than to be a man of God. 


In THE GLOW oF FAITH 


One thing is certain, the gratitude of the 
men for direct, sympathetic, and wise con- 
solation in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ 
is very touching. The armies of to-day, re- 
cruited as they are from all classes, offer a 
perfectly unique field for ministerial work. 
I have had elders, deacons, Sunday-school 
superintendents and teachers, many sons of 
the manse and of godly homes, Bible-class 
leaders and students. Because of this there 
has never been a period during the war when 
I have not had under my care men of distinct 
spirituality and prayerfulness. 

Naturally, there are some incidents which 
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stand out most prominently, and in recalling 
them one may be tempted to over-estimate, 
and to see the work among the many in the 
light and glow of the few. In every case the 
incident occurred in the ordinary course and 
was neither led up to nor expected. The 
remarks made were the natural ones under 
the circumstances, and at the time neither 
speaker nor hearer saw anything particularly 
striking in the utterance. A Scots Guards- 
man, wounded severely in one of the battles 
of Ypres, lay for some two months in the 
hospital. He had a shrinking dread of opera- 
tions. He had undergone six, but was hopeful 
that none others would be needed. Then his 
wounds took a bad turn, and in order to save 
his life an amputation was absolutely necessary. 
When he was telling me of this, his eyes filled 
with tears. To comfort him, I promised to 
be with him before he was taken to the 
operating theatre and to spend some time 
with him in prayer. Unfortunately, on the 
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next day he was taken earlier than had been 
fixed, and when I arrived he was already 
under the hands of the surgeon. In the 
evening I went to his bedside. ‘The opera- 
tion had been successful, but he was very 
weak. He smiled happily when he saw me. 
«You were taken nearly an hour before the 
time fixed,” I said. ‘“ Did you miss me?” 

“I missed you sorely, sir, and I was as 
nervous as a child. They gave me something 
beforehand, but for all that I was shaking like 
a leaf when they came to take me away.” 

«Poor laddie,” I said. “ What did you 
do?” 

« Well, sir, when they lifted me on to the 
stretcher, I just lifted wp my heart to God, 
and lay down.” 

This last phrase struck me as being one of 
the finest expressions of Christian courage I 
had ever met with. 
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Never LONELY witH Gop 


Another lad, a Cameron Highlander, 
wounded with shrapnel, had lain in a muddy 
trench for hours before he could be removed. 
After he arrived in England, tetanus super- 
vened. He was isolated, for fear of infecting 
others. The room he was in was a small one, 
and, under the gloom of a winter’s day, 
seemed remote and solitary. He was in a 
very critical condition and suffering intensely. 
I soon found that he was a believer, and had 
been converted several years before. When 
I was leaving him I said, “ You are going to 
have a hard fight for it, but you know the 
Promises. I wish I could stay with you to 
cheer you up a bit in your loneliness.” 

With the muscles of his throat twitching 
and the perspiration standing on his forehead, 
he said in the strained whisper of a tetanus 
case, “ Not lonely, sir,—I know the Promises 
—He has never left me—-and He never will.” 
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J Another case of tetanus was that of a 


Nova Scotian, a magnificently built young 
fellow, with the finest chest and shoulders I 
have ever seen. He was so far gone that the 
able physician who was fighting for his life 
had almost given up hope. I had a number 
of praying people to whom I used to send 
postcards, giving particulars of cases which 
required the services of what I called “ The 
Prayer Guard.” I enlisted them in the 
struggle for this lad’s life, and I said to the 
sufferer, “‘Mac, if it is God’s will, your life 
will be won by prayer—and serum. We 
must fight and pray.” 

“God will give me life whichever way it 
goes,” he replied ; “Pll leave it with Him.” 

Both-men_ recovered. \ One of the most 
striking examples of faithfulness in prayer 
was that of a young fellow of one of the 
Midland regiments. He lay for nearly eight 
months with a shattered spine, suffering con- 
stantly, at times so intensely that morphia 
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had to be given to dull the agony. As the 
end drew near, he was never free from pain, 
and even when under the drug he moaned 
in his sleep. His favourite chapters were 
John iii., Romans viii., Isaiah xliii. and lit, 
and Revelation vii. He knew certain pas- 
sages by heart, and usually I quoted them 
from memory, and a wintry smile would fiit 
over his face if I stumbled over a verse. 
Sometimes I purposely gave him the oppor- 
tunity in order to see the smile. Through 
the whole of his sufferings he never made a 
murmur of complaint. 


A Surrerer’s Precious MoMENTs 


One day he awoke about ten in the morn- 
ing, having had the good fortune to sleep for 
nearly four hours without being awakened by 
pain. I happened to be in the ward when he 
was asleep, and, later, when he awakened, saw 
how astonished he was when he learned the 
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time. In the evening I said, noticing a 
worried look on his face, “ What’s up; is any- 
thing troubling you ?” 

“I’m thinking about this morning, sir, 
when I overslept myself.” 

“ You need not worry about that,” I said ; 
“‘oversleeping seldom comes your way. The 
more you have of it the better we shall be 
pleased.” 

*‘ But I forgot God this morning,” was the 

reply ; “the pain came on just after I woke 
, up, and I forgot all about Him.” 
_ ‘Then he told me something which brought 
a lump into my throat. “Every morning 
when I awake,” he said, “I have three 
minutes with God, first thing, and this morn- 
ing I missed it because I forgot.” 

When I remembered the constant agony, 
the long, weary hours, the sleepless nights, 
the pain-racked days, the shattered form and 
broken hopes of this lad, I felt humbled 
before the faithfulness that devoted the 
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earliest minutes of his day to thanking God 
for His mercy and Presence. 

“ Every morning when I awake, I have 
three minutes with God—first thing.” It had 
been his custom in his workshop days, in the 
time of his military training, in the camps, 
and in the trenches. In the hospital, during 
the time of a long agony, he had leaned hard 
upon God, and found Him sufficient for all 
his need. 


IV 


ON THE SHORES OF THE 
ETERNAL 


NE of the brightest Christians I ever met 
O was a young fellow in the Royal Field 
Artillery. He was a Highlander, with clear- 
cut features, bright wavy hair like that of a 
young child, and beautiful teeth. He had 
been hit in the throat, and an artery was 
severed. He had pressed the place between 
his finger and thumb, and held on until he 
was taken to the dressing station. Some 
weeks afterwards he was brought to London. 
For a time all went well, and hopes were 
entertained of his recovery. One day, he was 
describing to me his feeling of weakness on 
account of loss of blood. 


SAFE IN Evernastinc ARMS 


“ I felt myself going down—down—down,” 
he said, “and the sensation was an awful one.” 

* And underneath,” I- quoted, “are the 
Everlasting Arms.” 
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“ Yes, thank God,” he replied, “ no matter 
how far we go down, His arms are always 
underneath.” 

A week later, the wound burst again. By 
great promptitude and devoted skill, his life 
was saved for the time, but he was far gone. 
With much anxiety, I hurried off to see him. 
His face was wax-like in its pallor. He 
dared not move his head, and could only 
whisper a few words : : \ 

«The Arms are closing round me. ‘The 
Refuge is all right.” 

Two days afterwards, the bleeding broke 
out again, and this time he found the shelter 
of the Everlasting Arms. 

One of the most tragic elements of work 
in a great military hospital lies in the sudden- 
ness with which one is brought face to face 
with the supreme crisis of a man’s life. A 
telephone message brings one in touch with 
a man whose time on earth may almost be 
measured by minutes. Questions of eternal 
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importance depends upon one’s action. It is 
life-saving in the very midst of the surges of 
Jordan. One day, a New Zealander was 
brought in, straight from the fighting. He 
was severely wounded, by a high explosive 
shell, in the spine, shoulders, legs, and head. 
Literally, he was shattered and broken; the 
journey and constant pain had almost ex- 
hausted him. It was his first acquaintance 
with England. He knew nobody, and had 
no relatives in Scotland whose addresses he 
could remember. He knew how desperately 
wounded he was, but was resolved to do all 
he could to help his doctors. To my joy, I 
found that he was a believer, an earnest 
soldier of Christ, and a man of prayer. What 
a difference it makes! Before I came away, 
I held his hand for a minute or so, and he 
smiled up at me and said, “It’s a great thing 
to find a friend in the time of need.” 





ON THE SHORES OF THE 
ETERNAL 


ee 


IN THE SURGES OF JORDAN 


Our attitude at the moment suggested to 
me the lines of a well-known hymn, and, with 
some few mistakes, I managed to quote the 
words : 

“Hold Thou my hand! that, when I reach the 

margin 

Of that lone river Thou didst cross for me, 


A heavenly light may flash along its waters, 
And every wave like crystal bright shall be.” 


He knew something of the hymn, and 
realized the meaning of the words, as he 
asked me to repeat them. I went again a 
few hours later and found the screen around 
his bed. The nurse was giving him oxygen. 
He had collapsed suddenly and was rapidly 
losing consciousness. He knew me, however, 
and smiled. When I bent over him and said, 
«When thou passest through the waters He 
will be with thee,” he lifted his hand and 
put it into mine. I was still holding it, in 
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firm, warm grasp, when he breathed his last. 
At his funeral the H.A.C. provided the firing 
party. It was a beautiful day, and many 
people, attracted by a military funeral, stood 
around the grave. It was my custom to 
give a short Gospel address at the graveside. 
In doing so on this occasion, 1 spoke of the 
lad’s bright faith, the loneliness of his death, 
and his pathetic holding of my hand. Four 
months later, a gentleman stopped me not far 
from my home. I did not know him, but he 
had made inquiries and I had been pointed 
out to him. He said, “1 want to thank you 
for helping my son to decide for Christ. He 
is in the H.A.C., and is now in France. You 
gave an address when you were burying an 
Overseas soldier. My lad was one of the 
firing party, and there and then gave his 
heart to God. In one of his letters home 
he said that if ever I met you I was to tell 
you.” 

It was touching to think that the New 
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Zealand lad, dying twenty thousand miles 
away from home, had been the means, under 
God, of leading another lad to the Saviour. 


Comina Homes at EVENTIDE 


Another incident which will always abide 
in my memory, happened in the case of a 
Scotsman who had enlisted in the Canadian 
forces. He was brought in one day with a 
heavy convoy of dangerously wounded men. 
When I first saw him he was lying on his 
back with a deathly white face, dry, cracked 
lips, and fever-lighted eyes. He kept repeat- 
ing to himself, “ It’s an awful business —this 
—aye, an awful business.” A week after- 
wards, he told me what had happened. After - 
the order had been given to go over the 
parapet, he had scrambled over and rushed 
across no man’s land to reach the enemy lines. 
Suddenly he felt a heavy blow in the back, 
and collapsed, rolling into a shell-hole. He 
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could only move his arms. His body and 
legs were powerless. He had fallen upon his 
water-bottle and was unable to reach it or his 
little store of food. He lay prostrate, with 
shells bursting and bullets hissing around 
him, all through the day and through the 
night. Some time next day, an ambulance 
man, crawling along on hands and knees, 
discerned him in the shell-hole. He gave 
him some water and food, and turning him 
over, put some dressing on his wound. He 
promised to get some stretcher-bearers, and 
crawled off, but had not gone more than 
thirty yards away, when there was a deafen- 
ing explosion, and a huge shell burst. The 
wounded man was forced up on one side of 
the shell-hole, but the ambulance man was 
blown to pieces. Another thirty hours passed 
before the Scots-Canadian was found by other 
searchers and carried to the dressing-station. 
There it was seen that his spine had been 
fractured, and he was transferred to London. 
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He lay in a kind of dazed stupor for several 
weeks and then gradually began to recover 
a little strength. He was a man of simple 
mind and gentle spirit. As his confidence 
was won, he began to open his heart to me, 
and I learned his views on things of the soul. 
He knew the elementary truths of the Gospel, 
and his creed might have been summed up in 
words like these: “I am a needy sinner, and 
the Lord Jesus Christ is my Saviour.” It 
was a great joy to open up the riches of the 
grace of God to him. When we engaged in 
prayer, he always repeated the words after 
me, and I am certain he was resting in faith 
in Christ. 


A Sout on THE WING TO GoD 


The night before he died I went to stay a 
short time with him. The screens were 
round his bed and the ward was quiet, as it 
always is when a man is known to be slipping 
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away. Wounded men are full of sympathy 
towards their suffering comrades. As I 
moved quietly towards him, I saw that he 
was wandering a little in his mind; he was 
muttering words which seemed to show that 
he was back in his schooldays, and among 
the playmates of the early years. As-I bent 
over him and stroked his forehead gently, he 
opened his eyes and looked steadily into my 
face. He seemed to be trying to under- - 
stand where he was. His words, when he 
spoke, showed where his thoughts were. 
He thought I was his father and that the 
quiet ward in the heart of London was 
a little farm nestling among the Galloway 
hills. 

“Tt’s getting late, father,” he said, “are 
they all in?” . 

I guessed he was thinking of the cattle, so 
I replied : 

«Aye, they are all safe in the byres, 
laddie.” 
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“Yell be a bit tired.” 

‘Nothing to hurt, laddie, it’s fine to be 
done with the day’s work.” 

I held his hand, and for a long while 
nothing more was said. He lay with his eyes 
closed, but the restlessness seemed to have 
gone for the time being. 

“Shall we have the reading before you 
fall asleep,” I said, breaking a long silence. 
“ What shall it be?” 

I knew that he would say Revelations vii., 
for the passage which begins, “ After this, I 
beheld and lo, a great multitude,” and ends, 
“ For the Lamb which is in the midst of the 
throne shall feed them, and shall lead them 
unto living fountains of water: and God 
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes,” 
was a special favourite of his. I read slowly 
and distinctly, allowing each gracious word 
to sink into his weakening consciousness, and 
then we had prayer. It was a difficult task, 
for he repeated each word after me as a child 
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follows his mother’s voice, and often I had 
to pause to gather myself together. 

“JT must lap you up and leave you now,” 
I said at length, “it’s time we were all asleep. 
Good-night, my bairn.” He looked up in 
my face and said something which I did not 
quite catch, but when I bent over him a 
minute later I heard some well-known words, 
«He makes me down to lie.” He was repeat- 
ing Psalm xxii. Like most Scotsmen, he 
knew every line of the metrical version of 
the Psalm, and we had often quoted it to- 
gether. We accompanied each other line by 
line until we reached the last stanzas, and I 
said, “ You must finish it, laddie, and then— 
good-night.” 


WHEN THE CALL CAME 


Slowly he pieced out the words : 


‘«“ And in God’s house for evermore 
My dwelling-place shall be.” 


I tucked him in, touched his forehead 
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with my lips, and patted his cheek, and in a 
few minutes he was sleeping quietly. Next 
morning saw the end, and I was standing by 
his bedside when the call came, and God 
gave the suffering body release. His was a 
simple faith in a simple but profound Gospel, 
and his end was peace and the beginning of a 
glorious life in Christ. 
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FOLLOWING THE GUIDANCE OF 
THE HOLY SPIRIT 





PEAKING generally, when a man is badly 
S wounded there is a return to simplicity of 
thought and action. War and wounds sweep 
away much that is trifling and of the surface. 
There is little inclination for the speculative 
and theoretical, and a man is disposed to 
welcome that which is simple, as opposed 
to the complex, something definite, clear, and 
applicable to his case and need. 


FEELING AFTER GOD 


It must never be forgotten that the simple 
Gospel of Christ answers the questioning and 
deep needs of the human soul. There is 
always an outgoing of faith, a stretching out 


of the hands, and a feeling after God on the 


part of the man who feels helpless, sore, and 

bewildered. War drags a man with ruthless, 

brutal hand from his moorings; his little 

universe, for the time being, is shattered, and 

he is puzzled. His very condition in the 
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hospital compels him to rely absolutely on 
those who are around him, his doctor, nurse, 
and attendants. His safety depends upon 
implicit obedience, his life, humanly speaking, 
lies in the hands of unknown men and women, 
and he begins to learn something of a new 
world of sympathy and skill, and to trust. 
His weakness and pain make him susceptible 
to gentle influences—a little child in the ward, 
a few flowers, a sympathetic, wise word will 
bring tears to his eyes and a strange glow to 
his heart. Above all, he begins to realize, - 
perhaps only in a dim way, the nearness of 
the Eternal. The wind bloweth where it 
listeth. ‘The Holy Spirit knows the times 
and seasons of the erring human heart, and 
the Lord never forgets the world He died to 
save. So the minister of the Gospel, if his 
own heart is right, comes to a place prepared 
and ready for his coming. 

The story of the Divine Mercy to the 
penitent malefactor teaches us that at least 
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one out of the two men who have the nails 
through hands and feet is quick to discern 
the glory of the Lord, and to pray to be 
remembered by Him when He comes into 
His Kingdom. The broken body is often the 
ante-chamber to the joy of the broken and 
contrite spirit. This is only another way of 
saying that a sense of need is the best pre- 
paration for the receiving of the Gospel 
message, and the chaplain who is wise and 
tactful will be quick to meet the unspoken - 
yearning of the suffering man. At the same 
time the Gospel is not to be offered as a kind 
of spiritual medicine which must be swallowed 
by the patient. Men of intelligence, although 
they may not say so, always resent this. 

To enter into the mystery of religion it is 
almost always best to start from the dusty 
narrow way of commonplace experience of the 
valley. Men become dazed and confused if 
you try to take them at once into the glory of 
the summit. 
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From TemporaL To ETERNAL 


Some of my happiest experiences have 
started in the simplest way, and, more than 
once, from points which were incongruous 
and almost absurd. ‘The striking of a match 
to release the hidden fire, the fraying of a 
sheet which showed the warp and woof of 
the texture, the hidden sunshine which lies 
in the fragrance and colour of a flower, the 
cherished photograph of some bright-haired 
little fellow who sends his love to “daddy” 
from some far-away Canadian farm; a game 
of draughts, with intelligence and foresight 
behind every move. These afford the foothold 
of the temporal and natural for the steady 
ascent to that which is Eternal and spiritual. 
When, in the course of much thought and 
prayer, one has gathered up the elements of 
yearning and need in the sufferer, the applica- 
tion of the mercy and love of God as revealed 
in the Lord Jesus Christ is the most natural 
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thing in the world. And then comes the 
wonderful wealth of the Holy Scriptures in 
all that concerns the need and development of 
the human soul. Almost unconsciously the 
finite becomes flooded with the radiance of the 
Infinite, and the mysterious to-morrow, as well 
as the hard to-day, is realized to be full of 
God. It is a great experience to see a poor 
lad’s eyes grow bright as the hope and beauty 
of God’s Love in Christ make themselves real 
to him. It is like the sunshine which lights 
up a shadowed, cheerless landscape. It is the 
sunshine which is expressed in the words of 
the Apostle Paul (Romans v. 5), “ And hope 
maketh not ashamed because the love of God 
is shed abroad in our hearts by the Holy 
Ghost which is given unto us.” 

One comes to a bedside with the assured 
conviction that the Holy Spirit has been 
striving to find an entrance into the man’s 
heart during many years, and that the terrible 
experiences of the battlefield have been made 
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to form a part of God’s merciful dealing. To 
co-operate with Him in a work already begun, 
to help to remove the hindrances which pre- 
vent His abundant working, to clean, as it 
were, the earthen vessel, to set free, if one 
may use a bold figure, the straitened Holy 
Spirit, and to win for God’s operations an 
ample space in the soul of the man, this is the 
work of the servant of Christ, and with the 
Indwelling Presence there will come to the 
wounded man comfort in suffering and loneli- 
ness, courage to face the long, dark hours, 
peace in the time of anguish and despair, joy, 
even in the very surges of Jordan. 


WALKING IN A PREPARED Way 


When one can say to himself in approach- 
ing a wounded man, the Lord has been here 
before me and has somewhere left the trace 
and evidence of His Presence and I must find 
it, it makes a world of difference both to the 
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minister and to the sufferer. It would be a 
mistake, however, to imagine that all this 
lies upon the surface, or that the wounded 
man shows much anxiety concerning spiritual 
matters. On the contrary, the great majority 
would appear to have no great interest in 
anything except the ordeal of the dressing 
of their wounds, their food, and their little 
amusements. Men of British stock have an 
instinctive dislike to the display of emotion, 
especially as it touches religious questions. 
Seeming indifference is not always a true 
indication of actual condition. The wounded 
man may have a real yearning for spiritual 
friendship and sympathy. There is almost 
always a soul of goodness in him when one 
observingly distils it out. And in almost 
every case, when I have communicated with 
the relatives of a wounded man, I have found 
that since the day he left home he has been 
made the subject of prayer. Someone in the 
home circle, in the Church, in Sunday School, 
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Bible Class or Y.M.C.A., has followed him in 
thought and prayed for his welfare. It is 
wise to assume that every wounded man will 
afford some testimony of God’s mercy and 
goodness in answer to prayer. 

One of the most touching messages on the 
importance of unity in prayer was sent out by 
the New Zealand Government through its 
High Commissioner in London, Sir Thomas 
Mackenzie. I read it at the Sunday morning 
Parade Service, but it was addressed and sent 
by the High Commissioner to individual 
soldiers. 


A Tovucninc MEssaGE oN PRayEr/#** 


om 
a aaiael 


It ran as follows :— 
“ December, 1916. 


«J have great pleasure in conveying to 
you the enclosed message from Colonel the 
Honourable James Allen, Acting Prime 
Minister and Minister of Defence :—‘ To 
New Zealand’s sons and daughters across 
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the seas, Christmas greetings from your 
countrymen, who are proud of your splendid 
achievements, and who are in continual union 
with you in spirit and thought. Make this 
union more real by joining with us wherever 
you may be at eight o’clock on Christmas 
morning, at which hour every New Zealander 
has been invited to pray for your protection 
and continued success, for restoration to 
health of all sick and wounded, for comfort 
to those who suffer, and for your safe return 
home after the work you set yourselves to do 
has been accomplished, and a lasting and 
honourable peace has been won.’ In com- 
municating this message to you, Colonel 
Allen desires me to express to you and to 
all other New Zealanders in this country the 
best wishes of the Government and people of 
our beloved Dominion. May I also add my 
own heartfelt good wishes.” 


This message produced a deep impression. 
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When one bears in mind the constant seeking 
of the Holy Spirit, and the earnest prayers of 
thousands of godly people all over the world, 
the chaplain who is called to the bedside of 
a wounded soldier undoubtedly has his way 
prepared for him. If by omission to speak 
the right word, or misunderstanding of what 
is required for the removal of those hindrances 
which always beset the soul, he fails to do 
something for Christ, an opportunity of price- 
less value has been lost. But, once again it 
needs to be emphasized, the chaplain requires 
to be wise unto Salvation. 

With many soldiers of Scottish birth or 
descent, there is a custom of following and 
repeating sentence by sentence the words of 
prayer offered by the chaplain, just as a little 
child repeats the words of his mother’s prayer 
as he kneels, with clasped hands, before her. 

It would comfort many a mother’s heart 
if she could see her dear lad, as I have seen 
so many during the past years. Sometimes 
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the screens are round the bed, and the ward 
is quiet. Sometimes the usual murmurof voices 
and the music of a gramophone punctuate the 
sentences of the man who bends over the 
wounded man, yet the sense of the Presence 
of God is undoubted. 


WAITING FOR THE DAWNING 


I recall instances during the past few weeks 
(August, 1918), when two fine Christians fell 
asleep in God. The end was coming after 
much suffering, and in each case the sorely- 
tried body seemed as though it had out-worn 
its capacity for feeling pain. One man lay in 
a kind of gentle sleep, he opened his eyes 
when he heard my voice, and smiled. He 
had much to hold him to life, and always 
spoke with pride of his wife and young 
children, and yet he thought of the end with 
almost happy calmness. Sentence by sentence 
he followed me in prayer, and at the end 
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added, “ And God comfort my dear wife and 
children, and bring them to me.” 

The other was a fine young fellow, a 
Scots-Canadian. Patient, uncomplaining, and 
a true believer in His Saviour. The screens 
were around his bed, and everyone knew that 
the end was very near. Before we had prayer 
one of the little touches which make hospital 
life beautiful happened. The screen was 
moved quietly aside, and a man, an orderly, 
stood in the opening. He had a small packet, 
containing three bars of chocolate, in his hand. 
«For him,” he said, nodding towards the 
dying man. When the screen was closed 
again, the Scot, who had been looking at 
the gift with a pensive smile, took it up and 
divided the bars of chocolate, giving one piece 
to each of the friends who stood beside him. 
He died next day. I was not with him when 
he passed away, but our last greeting, given 
with a smile and a pressure of the hand, was 
« Au Revoir.” The old greeting of farewell 
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takes into itself a fuller and richer meaning 
when it is spoken as one uses it so often now, 
and sometimes there is a smile under the tear 
when, in a quaint mixture of Scots and French, 
one says as the last shadow is falling, “ Good- 
bye, laddie, au revoir, the Day will soon 
break.” 
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WHEN THE LORD TURNED 
AGAIN THE CAPTIVITY 


Ne is more touching than the un- 
restrained joy of those who have been 
delivered from the heavy thraldom of captivity. 
The prisoner of war who has been released 
from Germany seems to pass into a new world. 
He blinks his eyes like a prisoner brought 
from darkness into sunshine, and is astonished 
at a quiet voice, a word of courtesy, a sympa- 
thetic action. He has to make an effort to 
understand anything which has even a touch 
of consideration in it. It is instructive to 
watch him in his sleep; his mutterings, 
shrinkings, and writhings tell a tale which no 
reticence can hide. 


A Victim oF GERMAN “ KuLTUR” 


One day I went to visit a North of Ireland 
man who had been repatriated. He was not 
much more than skin and bone, for his 
cheerful spirit and indomitable good humour 
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had brought him a considerable amount of 
punishment from his captors. He was lying 
with half-opened eyes, although really asleep. 
Thinking he was awake, I spoke his name. 
Instantly he started and sat up, shrinking 
back as he carried his hand to his forehead in 
salute. When he saw who it was he gave a 
great sigh of relief and lay down again, but 
the perspiration was showing on his face, and 
he could not speak for some time. He 
thought he was back in Germany. 

A few weeks later I went into a ward where 
some forty returned prisoners were sitting 
beside their beds awaiting the visit of a doctor. 
The moment I entered every man sprang to 
attention, some of them supporting themselves 
on their crutches, and saluted while main- 
taining a rigid posture. I was not in uniform, 
so there was no need for the men to be so 
painfully on the alert. There was something 
sharper than British discipline behind their 
action. It was the merciless cruelty of an 
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iron system of discipline which had scant 
mercy upon the broken man, and they feared 
the most inoffensive-looking stranger. For 
weeks the poor fellows who have had the 
hardest treatment can only lie quietly in bed 
or sit pensively beside it. They soon tire of 
reading, and do not want to talk ; all they ask 
is to be let alone. War, suffering, captivity, 
and brutality have knocked all the strength 
and nearly all the spirit out of them. It is 
not easy to reach them with the comfort of 
the Gospel. They emerge slowly from their 
crushed condition, but one feels with sadness 
that something has been shattered which may 
never be restored. 


KEEPING THE Sout on Top 


On the other side, there are men, and I 
think the majority, who have borne tremendous 
burdens with an unbroken courage and refused 
to succumb. Many of these men ascribed 
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their fortitude to prayer and the Scriptures. 
One Highlander had a cherished Bible with 
which the Paraphrases and Psalms were bound 
up. He used to read the Book on every 
opportunity, and endured the bitterest hard- 
ships as “seeing Him Who is invisible.” 
Morning and evening his comrades gathered 
around him to have prayer. 

In another large camp a South African 
Scot, who was a man of deep Christian ex- 
perience, used to hold prayer meetings and 
Bible readings, and every Sunday during the 
summer conducted worship in the open air, 
and in the winter in a spacious hut. There 
were no hymn-books at first, but the men 
managed to make up from memory most of 
the words of well-knownhymns. The German 
guards often stood around and seemed to 
enjoy the services. “The Bible is a gey 
comfortin’ Book when a man’s in trouble,” 
said the returned prisoner to me, “an’ it’s full 
of places which just suited us. It micht hae 
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been made for us. An’ beside, the worship 
took us awa hame to Scotland, and Canada, 
and South Africa, wherever we came frae, and 
when we felt at hame we felt that God was good 
and our Father.’ “What did the preacher 
talk about, seeing you were mostly Scots?” 
I asked, with a smile; “it would likely be 
something deep and puzzling!” “It was 
maistly aboot the love of our Lord,” was his 
reply, “and mighty comfortin’ at that.” 


CHIVALRY IN SUFFERING 


Few things move one more than the 
constant and steady sympathy each man 
shows towards his wounded comrades. He 
will laugh at them, and play silly jokes on 
them when the occasion seems to justify 
a little fooling, but in all the deep things he 
is as sympathetic and gentle as any human 
- being can be. I sometimes think that the 
sympathy of a man is of nobler quality than 
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that of a woman, but he shows it more 
awkwardly. The kindness of men who have 
fought side by side, or lain together in the 
hospital and ambulances, or sympathized with 
each other in the awful suffering of terrible 
wounds, is one of the beautiful things of the 
sad life of to-day. The blue uniform almost 
always covers a chivalrous soul which is in 
a high degree responsive to the higher claims 
of human nature. The services on Sunday 
give ample proof of this. There is a quiet 
earnestness and a solemn intentness which 
cannot fail to impress all present. The 
hymns, usually chosen by the men themselves, 
show a spiritual appreciation that is not always 
realized by those who think that the soldier 
only cares for jingling hymns of the quick-step 
type. 

In choosing subjects for the addresses it is 
always wise to launch out into the deep, and 
to deal with the great things of the Revelation 
of God. ‘The teaching that is directed at the 
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heart seldom goes over the hearer’s head. I 
shall never forget the joy of the Communion 
services. ‘The table, with its fair white cloth 
and beautiful vessels (the gift of a Queen), 
stands beside the reading desk. Nurses, 
soldiers, and a score or so of men and women, 
gathered from all parts of the Empire, are 
seated or are kneeling in their places. The 
minister takes the elements to each, and 
repeats some reminding words of the great 
love of the Lord Jesus Christ. It is all very 
simple and home-like, but somehow one 
realizes the presence of God, and the heart 
is comforted and strengthened. 


“TN REMEMBRANCE OF ME” 


There is an even greater beauty, because 
of the pathetic circumstances, in the Com- 
munions behind the screens which are drawn 
around the bed of a dying man or one hope-. 
lessly injured. The minister, a few comrades, 
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perhaps a visiting friend, and the wounded 
man are all the participants in the service. 
The ward becomes perfectly quiet ; one might 
be far removed from the busy heart of 
London, and alone with God. ‘The prayers, 
the few words of comfort, the joyful greeting 
and promise of the Lord’s return are spoken, 
always with a full heart, and once again a few 
servants of Christ have realized afresh what 
His salvation and Presence means to the way- 
_ farers on life’s tragic journey. 

I am conscious that the fact of having to 
deal with so many critical cases gives one a 
starting-off place for the dealing with the most 
solemn and most important issues. 

One realizes what the phrase, “‘as a dying 
man to dying men,” means, and therefore, in 
recording one’s impression of the religion of 
the British soldier, one is apt to think in terms 
of the suffering, dying man. And yet it must 
be remembered that the men one meets in the 
hospital are not coming face to face with 
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spiritual issues for the first time. They are 
prepared in great measure by the experience 
and lessons of many years, and the impressions 
which abide the longest in their minds are 
precisely those which have been made by the 
giving of the truths which are sometimes 
described as the “ Old.” The soldier finds his 
greatest comfort and strength in the message 
of the Love and Presence of the Living 
Personal Christ, and the man who best knows 
the Gospel is the one who will be the most 
powerful influence for good. 


In a Great “Day or THE LorD” 


In many ways we are living in a great 
« day of the Lord,” and men are yearning for 
and will be responsive to spiritual teaching. 
Never in the long history of the English- 
speaking peoples has there been a more heroic 
period than the present, and despite the 
horrible strife and slaughter, never has there 
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been a time when men were better prepared 
for the teaching of the high things of the Lord 
Jesus Christ. Let us surround the men of 
the Forces with the invisible guardianship and 
blessing of prayer, and pray to God with 
unceasing fervour that His message, whether 
written or spoken, may be delivered with all 
fidelity and clearness by His ministers on the 
field and in the hospitals, and that even 
through the blood and welter of the awful 
tragedy which has been thrust upon the 
world by pride and materialistic wickedness, 
struggling and broken men may come to the 
Mercy Seat of the Saviour and find rest and 
life in Him. 

We must remember also that the fearful 
struggle upon the blood-stained battlefields of 
the world will not last for ever, sooner or later 
Victory will dawn upon us, and it may be that 
the problems of Peace will bring perplexities 
even more trying than those of War. Capua 
has its tragedies more deadly than Calvary. | 
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The soldier may lose the manhood which he 
gained in the mud of War in the mire of a 
Peace which is misused. He needs many 
prayers in the trench and on the bed of 
suffering, but his need will be even greater 
when the tumult and noise of the battle have 
died away, and he finds himself with the 
comparative leisure which comes when fighting 
days are over. Praying people at home must 
follow him with more earnest prayers. The 
Lord Jesus Christ must be the message and 
the hope which are constantly held out to 
him, God’s people must give themselves to 
the high task of winning the soldier upon the 
fields of Peace as they strove to win him when 
he was fighting the battle for them. He is 
worth it. He will respond if he is approached 
in the right way. When Peace comes he will 
remain the guardian of the Honour of the 
Empire, and that Honour to be unstained 
must be in the hands of men of the humble 
and contrite heart. The task of the servant of 
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Christ was one of inestimable privilege when 
the fierce ploughshare of War was being 
driven with ruthless determination into the 
life of the English-speaking World, and the 
bravest and strongest were being torn with 
anxiety and death-dealing wounds. It will be 
not less so when the days of Peace shall call 
for the rebuilding of the waste places, and the 
soldier, whether at home or abroad, has to 
engage in other duties. The world needs the 
man of prayer who has the Message of the 
Christ, and it is certain that he will never 
lack responsive hearts as he wisely, sympa- 
thetically, and prayerfully proclaims the Story 
of the Cross. 


THE END 
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